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(available in paperback) if years shove out 
eyes' flame of flesh 
grown ridged caved in 
love finds some other 


route lines behind 
lines the stars and rain 
suddenly personal 
mood laughter 


beasts slough off skins 
leaving the dance grace 
behind grace real friends 
revealed 


great Beings 


easily 
my friend suffering from love 
you hold dreams can't take love easily says 
under your feet dance on only what makes sorrow 
blood-flame cravings makes euphoria 
skulls sing the elemental that's why we can't take life 
hum that stirs soothes easily only challenge gives 
rips masks off reward bruised egos 
climb can't take 
know our native tongues without 
a language school our death easily life being 
jerks and murmurs, all we know death maybe 
hard hanging on as walls 
the chill demonic nights crack until they melt 
where angels die 


our grudges battlefields 


hold all in your 
boney hands still wide unchanging 
joking turning suddenly 


as we grasp and babble 
wanting to join you as you 
dance and dance 


your feet light radar over 
our dim light visions, 
twitching sleep 


others 


so many hearts singe 
with my feelings 
so many streets flats nations 
bistros prairies hold my 
frenzies hopes 


here fields and bungalows 
and dogs on chains 
but there's one sky & sun one 
subtle puppetry 


I'd like my words to enter 
prairie rooms _ ship holds 
to murmur some ecstatic 
forest vision 
find kin in prisoners 
in solitude crowds each with 
his flame 


so many flames at once 
would burn up burdens 
ancient city walls 
neural fortresses 


cousins 


I think of Russia in this 
land of monthly seasons 


very cold to cold to cool to warm to 


very jungle-humid hot 
this new Siberia 


their fur hats and seas of ice 
centuries of priests serfs princes 
us in other réles suddenly 
us horrors of the 


global village everywhere 

jeans t-shirt hambugers 
that land of blood and sickles 

earth-spirit dances thaws 


cold to very cold to cold to cool 
our shared arctic visions of 
crosses justice 
there prison barracks opening - 
maybe not all - 
our jails inside 


cousins not often 
speaking 


clearing 


it's clear above 
hovering trying to clear us 
in our itchy jungle 
pulsing You come 
seem to fade in 
judgment skin 


but You set a 
resonance I move 
in Your cold snowfields 
vital showers on Your asphalt 
lucky for each 
throb however painful 
Your eye heals raw 
sores makes hidden corridors 
and grows bright shoots 
in my grey house! 


closeness 


if we could just listen 
we'd hear each others' 
voices dreams 
find little thoughts go 
drifting playing 
in our one still 
sea Words 
catch us make us mad 
smear your image - mine 
but wider quieter inside 
we'd use them 
subtly _ to reflect 
that sea 


walking 


in winter I walk through diamond fields 


which melt to saphire rivers 
hold gold suns 


richer than rich the diamonds being 
living fresh the cold living 
clarity of days 


blessing me 
the tiny gold-gray twigs making 
inspired shadows on the 


moulded snow the dark-deep nights 
with hidden light and voices 
gold streetlamps on 


black snow no more 
to ask for but the unblinking 
formless completion 


to a friend 


since you started yoga 
facing your life 
our shared guilts 
and cracked years 


i know you may not see 
great visions coloured lights 
hear cymbals but 
itrust you now even 


when you dream 

you no longer roll your furies 
to one image - 
me or anywhere 


we meet in pauses 
through long distances 
and feel a justice 
in our burning nerves 


memory 


our mind-sea foggy clear 
hides its scaled creatures 
twisting turning movies with their 
jungle passions ancient times 
crusaders’ flaming crosses 
pitiless in ‘faith’ 


as much a part of me as this treed 
half-raked lawn 


you hide your armies images 
wrapped in your bones 
sharing that sea 
an attic's cast-off 
gowns and gestures where 
so many loves and knives 
lie buried 


in this marsh teeming 
humming eyes wings flapping 
tadpoles herons 
we see our lawn 
catch looks 


or in scrubbed rooms 
set out our memories, 
careful ordered 
most held in I don't want 


to enter anyone or be entered 
embarrassed at some rooms 
but nothing's lost 
my house is glass 
we share a passageway 


and images 


get whiffs of incense cabbage garbage 
perfume exrement dog skunks 
I remember the noon dinners 
on our street 
a hushed twilight when the air 
held love then dark's 
avenging leers 


in our mind's forests we 
never repeat never 
quite meet 


in the heart 


in the heart a deep 
well laughter 
ecstacy 


sometimes lovers tap it 
then kick each other out 
with tales of unwashed spoons 
or feet or 
too-familiar flesh 


but it is they 
theirs forever we 
in our still 
presentness 


your image fades behind 
new furniture and talk 
but I'd know you even 
without words or eyes 


our secret garden not the 
one we squashed 

in our fast cars crowded 
appointment books 


webs 


the heart grows webs 
and seems to die 
a living pallour boredom 
sucked by inner death 
life in death 
and death in life 


life's Spanish moss 
and grudges 
but the body holds swift lightning 
energies laughs 
dance 


no one knows 
you died 
you do not know you live 
but must or this death 
could not hurt 
you feel a spark a seed 
which touch of love would 
sprout but hide 


almighty light bliss closer 
than a thought 
is darkly sensed wrapped up 
in dust and 
scorpions you choose 
unknowingly to die 
to find life 
next time 


moved 


a power moves me 

sees where I can't see 

intends what I do not 
intend 


you're puppets said the Guru 
till you know the mover - 
you nature seems to move 
feed goad and kill but is 
moved too 


trees sprouting shedding 
wind lightning blasting them 
lust-imaged love 
fear of lost flesh 
quarrels weariness 


even ideas mind-walls' 
groping fixity 


that Will done 
allis One playing 
the Guru said 


hidden 


two neighbours speak 
of Germany nice shops parks people 
well-dressed the gardens 


yet not so long ago... 
suddenly the sun 

grows pale a crow caws 

gusts of wind what does 
this garden _ tended lawns 
pleasant housewives with their 

carriages of innocents 

hide? 


everywhere red juicy 
apples worms 
that snake in the 
green pool 


the enemy's within you say 
and then forget 
losing your temper at the 
devil: me 


it wasn't Germany 
but here my misery rejection these 
happy peonies 


2 poems to Fred 


initials 
a boy carved his initials 
way up high 
I'll be a knight he said 
apoet lover sage 
but they cut 
the tree down 


he worked dreamed mated 
gave birth and lost a child 
to death 
had a profession comfort 
used wood to burn 
cosy night fires 


flame-coloured flowers 
and letters flew 
around the room 
chastising burning 
and he saw his words 
cross hidden grail 
grow from the fire 


the widower 
left: some clothes and letters 
chips on dishes memories 
her sisters neighbours 
who shared recipes chat 
memories of her some 
like yours 


there was a gap between you 
you wanted others in 
yet that deep work-a-day back-porch 
wordless closeness 
pulls you to her - 
you die too 


now she becomes herself 
work struggle worry gone 
her crisp voice, sense fill 
silent shared rooms 
dark-iron hair neat drawers 
you know her now you're 
so much her! 


out walking 


this symphony 
bird river briar 
a distant waterfall 
our voices small part of 
the endless choir 


birds peck mosquitoes bite 
wet eddies whirl 
we're happy in our 
larger coats: spray squirrles sprouts 
still twilight 


the listening 
the dashing spray 
each blade and ripple of our 
intricate vast 
bite and melody 


caught 


watching tv we're caught 
attacked hearts pounding 
as the vilain 
nearly wins 


then turn to tea and 
crackers again caught, arguing: 
was it good 
or bad? 


and sleep dream caught 
in untidy films 
dissolved at dawn 

by fleeting minutes meals 


each hour dissolving 
the last hour we are 
like actors in and out 
of anecdotes 


we 


we are all seasons 
meeting intertwined through 
distances in touch 
your eyes chill care 
our fear our lurking love 
indifference and cry 
meet mine 


your hidden man would you 
acknowledge him? 
this pain's his prod 


the moon revolves 
dark-light like lust 
around the world 

do the clouds thicken? 


Gurus, neighbours bearing 
pamphlets prophecies 
cry yes 
until the clearing 


then our gaze will leap 
from hearts' gushing 
fountains berries 
eyes will speak the you 
I greet will 
be You 


images 


before the primal fire 


settled to wave-dance hardened light 


to suns then form 
of water soil 
image to dream 


at last to sense to 
recalled images from want 
image to thing 


we don't remember how we 
started nowhere no-time 
happy for no reason 
dove to craving form 
to pools jails hardware stores 


imaging for art 
out of that store - 
chips from that Block 
of will and play before 
fire clay before our 
flesh-cast images 


rabbits 


in the reserve the big guns 
go off shaking the porch 
what's left to kill? 
will they kill rabbits? 


I love rabbits: harmless 
compact swift cuddly alert 
I put out carrots greens 

hoping they'll visit 


They don't. Are they all dead? 
across the sea and land 
people cower in basements 
their walls crumbling 


when will the war end - 
the usual one 
there and here? 


evolution 


form lurks in chaos soup 
waits for a touch 
the hand invisible 
to spring to order 


from chaos form 
from form life 
ever more order 
from life mind 


quick pulsations to 
an atom by attraction 
like to unlike 


and the wandering astral 
images seek forms 
to enter play 
finally to shoot by pain 
sleep dream 
for sight awakening 


mind gathers sheds 
makes form of chaos 
for desire 
finally to simplify 
to unity first cause or 
principle 


struck by pain and absence into 
wondering heroes visions 
fin reaching up 
to spirit 


which always was is 
guiding choosing those 
blind longings 


elves? 


in my yard a perfect 
circle mushrooms 
in a ring 


torn between my job 
and fairy spell I 
mow around it, 


finally must choose and mow 
them down. Then feel awful. 
They did not return - 


fairies need welcome 
empathy. Who visited? 


clogged by usefulness 
my second sight - 
really the first one - 
failed 


who visited to make 
a perfect ring 
beside that huge dark pine 
and drooping maple? 


craft 


form the envisioned end 
grown by inner 
suns and sprays 
forged from seeing nerves 
the naked wood _ or stone 
resisting yielding to form 


clay pressed turned into 
carved wings blue flame birds 
pecking our walls 
to fire 


the thought and blood 
into a song 

from someone like us 

dreaming seeing 
finding us 


on Manitoulin Island 


we feed the animals 
great grey-white screaming 
gulls one sitting on a rock 
for hours waiting 
he gets fed first 
quick chirping chipmunks with sharp 
stripes who come up 
to our chairs rabbits - somewhere - 
shy and snuffling 
green-necked geese over the bay 
knowing it could make them 
too trustful of hunters 
for ourselves 
our pets we say 
liking them to turn to us 
to feel acknowledged needed share 
our origin share rock fir shallows sand 
one air with them 
both - they and we - briefly visiting 
we imagining we're earth-fed bodies 
just like them uprooted 
by our thoughts 
on this polluted planet whose frail life 
we suck poison distort 
- do they know that? forgive? - 
to undo centuries 
of guns 


words 
the name refers for use 
dog chair wall you 
demand response 


each hears his way 
but knows the category general 
here's a chair so sit 


in talk we seek 
to know grasp words 
as means 


but in the poem 
they are also ends _ like dance 
the chosen china 


or when in the dusk we put 
our chores away and share 
some talk a book 


the hush 
the wondrous listening 
of hedges dozing birds 


it's talk for talk 
words drifting like 
drifting leaves alive 


others 


they seem fixed like boxes, 
bodies while we 
search and change 

all searching learning too 


each second other I's 
invisible uncertain facing 
the same alarm clocks coffee 
chats and chores 


delight shrouded like ours 
in projects worries 
aim words or looks at us 
ignore us areanuisance help 


defined by us_ our mirrors, 
wants fears living 
for themselves not us 
invisibly like us 


something shared a joke pain 
sunset flu poem 
opens them to us 
as us 


we exchange tales_ then I 
the subject shows 
sees just like us 
though different 


we See cross-sections judge 
by the last time we met 
don't see the constant inner I 
the constant flux 


each one the centre of 
everything shelled in skin 
deep love within 
indifference annoyance 


a fleeting image met 
onroads in stores 
so all-important me to me 
others forgotten bobbing sinking 


in our thick mindwaves 
inside our boxes we unseen 
ask our own need 
but within theirs 


hope for a visit to be 
liked acknowledged wonder 
where they are in our 
shared story place 


youth 


what we make you inherit 
we say ourselves inheritors 
of all we are mostly unseen 
all we can change or can't 
and will or won't 


our debris insights skyscrapers 
word or insect bites 
cocky unsure in inequality wars states 
wanting to pass down green 
sun-blessed greeneries or symphonies 
or vulgar croons 


We work read news sometimes 
protest make gardens birdbaths poems - 
try. Meditate to tap real 
subtler realms our 
inner light. 
They learn all that 


within but face the savage 
cults and bombs 
untaught raw unshielded 
against the loose abuses 
thrown out wrappings ads the 
lifeless asphalt speed 


They take our cravings 
roses wine our dregs guilt 
questions _sneers 
gulp evade or grasp 

our falling lifting 


as Our summer 


darkens cools and they grow 
high suddenly in command 
in a new loud reaching 
noon 


trinity 


truth beauty love 
three faces of one 
core 


only love sees - that's truth 
and what it sees 
is beautiful 


hate sees - and is - 
distortion the ugly 
seeing ugliness 


and the seeing's 
glad_ the screen of 
finding 


like love discovery 
love sees the flight 
behind the sagging coldcream 


discovery finds beauty 
lazer light 
in matter pulsing might 


in stones as artists 
know. We may bend 
them to our lust 


but they escape the core 
invisible shining 
through grit webs 


that one ground of 
suns eyes tapestries and 
calculations 


truth beauty love three 
faces of one 


Joy 


swimming 


in the littered kitchen 
rubbing dirty pots and hot 
i think of swimming 


still cold dark-green water 
where I move somehow 
(a poor swimmer) 


then of that other 
plunging rising 
from the messy heat 


of pots food talk without 
leaving them - 
meditation 


but how do that 
rising plunging while 
scrubbing hot 


how love my pots my 
scouring pad? 
attention will dissolve 


sore feet itches 
Ihave read 
that teaching's best 


or just the mantra sound 
which does that 
wordlessly 


fish 


wide sky radiance I thy 
wet-blind fish glide 
in wet dark 


evade thy worm. Do I 
dare rise break surface leap 
meet thy hard steel, 


unblinking eye? Those 
dry-glass looks those 
cruel fins holding 


steel death bounce I 
leap catch swallow 
know your shadow on 


death banks gasping grow 
new fins searching thy 
final smile 


hands 


sometimes the hands 
know best where the switch is 
limbs know which way 
to turn 


turn off the will the 
thought be led 
by what obeys 
remembers 


those good dogs 
like us limbs of an 
all-knowing letting 
us decide 


sharks 


sharks help the angels 
fright honing 
will 


not knowing flailing furious 
against the unseen 
nod 


leaves 


leaves thank sun-showers 
by growing flowers 
by blooming 


just be a good person 
the Dalai Lama said 


open 


I open to inner 
light to repel 
my dark 


to leave the skull 
see thaw drops 
against glass 
as rapture 


gold lamps on soft 
snow mounds - 
as mood 


my neigbour 
as kin - 
that light 


the dream 


lust-dreams coloured 
of someone forgotten 
then I seek him following 
heartpaths he left 


in the dream 
in and out of rooms 
without walls he's near, 
invisible shines from 
his absence 


words and gestures 
peeled away 


our eyes knew 
made notes informed our 
blood carved 
this dream 


centre 


from centre 
full void wide Eye 
the Plan 


edges tucked in 
to where things stop 
wandering fit in 


even this lolling sweet death smell 
of bullying flesh 
part of the long rocky 
dim path 


guided by dark 
fire visible light 
invisible 


the fish 
before Iclimbed a proud 
amphibian to wet banks dryness 
to gasp inair sprout 
hands and brains 


my scales the deep 

taught me to glide to love that 
deep-dark still medium 
without waves or terror 


i had to venture find barbed air, 
mined grasses toss lust hunger 
clenching tightening my soft 
smooth slimy trusting blank 

see terror passing 


no longer blind knowing I'll 
be gulped gorged 
No longer fish 1 see 
trees rooted rising 
patient touching light and 
crashed by lightning 


a while to go the hunger says. 

I thank my mother-father fish for my 
salt tears relief 

before more reckoning 


autumn 


gold-coral leaves 
too rich and transient 
to hold this autumn day 


loud shots of hunters 
Ishrink for graceful deer 
radios shoot the sky 
cold - death of sweaty yellow heat 
reaches to snow 


sun pales vanishes 

sap tree life still 

kicking against 
frost 


i reach 


no call ireach 

clutch dust no voice 

replies the flowers 
grow snakes teeth 


our words shout unheard 
On the hot porch I wait 
for a quick bark 


the river murmurs stroking 
nerves' fibres 
an inner eye waking 
would forgive 


funeral 


rotting trunks geese gabbling 
the wet cold threat 
of freezing sky 


our breath white-curling in 
still heavy air 
thoughts jumping 


touch ofahand a 
memory death isn't - no, only the 
suffocation gasp 


the sad bored mourners file by 
on dark earth in drizzly sky 
we move here now 


unending our death images 
only seem to shatter 
what she we are 


new year 


what learned? do i see 
snow and faces better 
x-ray beats of water earth? 
Do i slip out of 
clouds & gestures faster 
have honest tact? 


hard to remember 
how it was_ - the usual 
toast cheese trying to sit 
in wideness light 
before minutes attack 
moments of ecstacy among 
night crickets waves 
water terrors lonely days 


Living side by side 
we grew distant shouting 
needing touch 
the preying preyed on beasts 
of unwanted thoughts 


but we kept on reaching 
for our holy grail love beat 
between the breaths 


New Year it still 
goes on the groping 
to glad opening 
Are we bleached by sun-drench, 
wider? 


smiling 


it was a joke I thought of 
in the street someone thought 
it was for her, and smiled 
and then I smiled and someone else 
caught the smile and smiled back 
and soon everyone was 
smiling we just want 
and to feel nice 
maybe we should just keep smiling 


like in Danny Kaye 
because 
others 
will and then 
we we'll 
mean it 


alerted 


the matador close to 

the bull's sharp horn 
the acrobat without 
anet high diver 
sailor in storms 


snake pit nerves naked 
slack taken in 


boy with new girl 
passing someone's dinner hungry 
there is only that 
wanting 


here-now the net 
of mind breaks 
thoughts flee 


someone feeling life is 
death that the sun 
is dark longing for 
nakedness 
conscious light 


can't feel the thorns 
wakening 


it's a stormy day the glimpsed 
sun ivory light through 
leaden gray. 
It was always your eyes 
ithought of their 
sky blue when glad 
so sun-filled clear. 


you were also the wind 
the endless veils 
and clarity after 
a storm 
with you I felt - yes, 
desperate sometimes 
but seen. 


now your absence says 
it's gray today 


the cord 
you don't call 
I'm half without other half 
raw where you tore off 
the telephone cord umbilical 
hangs lifeless 
no voice sings furry 
humour 
that thing's a corpse 
vibrates no meanings 


it just hangs there 


separation 
bits of minutes scattered 
like cloud and light reflections 
on a wavy river. 
Water - your medium 
and mine. We long for sky 
cloudless but love 
clouds waves fog. 
The high stone wall 
you said would always be there 
makes big shadows. 
You do not move in 
quite the sky that 
I do - we need evidence. 
Each in our river tossed, 
gesticulates. In the street 
faces loom at us 
demanding answers _ in the fields 
the weeds entangle branches bar 
the path. We breathe two airs 
exclaim explain 
moving in two streams dreaming 
really still in one 
wide sky 
we gambled on wanting not being 
- lost 
clenched hands vibrant 
the breath fast voice 
heard not heard 
But I know we are the still sky 
seeing everything - 
we know each other 


destiny 


a letter! cry for money. 
Skating! I slip on ice 
meet my cracked knee 
destiny 


karma bandha_ our hymn says 
a time for blows 
a debt 


time to put my bread in 
one true basket Self 
embrace this cold 
along the way 


keeping 


we never give our hearts 
we keep them 
love their ecstatic beats their 
bursting saying 
I give myself to you 
but asking be mine be 
here always 
for my use 


our love intact though weary 
wary used still here 
is knocked on waiting 
for a subtle touch 
to open a still, wide place 
to share 


nerves 


nerves know the visitor 
can feel the lassitude the call 
the sudden song. 


soul sees the inner 
movement will 
thought tries description fails 


the mind wincing at 
a platitude which could startle 
the tenth time 


in well-kept yards fenced sprayed 
the easy certainties unchallenged 
wait for the visitor 


to trample break stifling 
air so trees crash 
and fly lyrical 


fibres 


we claim we're flesh 
not seeing our subtle fibres 
wired to all that is 
dream impulse bone 
each in its field 


waves of our Master He 


Hymns pierce the rain 
millions of suns 


living in God's house 
we litter spill pollute 
break delicate new shoots 
for parking ads 


but some tend every mole and 


leaf touch bark's and dew's 


deep intimacy quivering bright 


feeling it's heart 


preenings inspirations 
space extensions fibres of 


His endless fantasy all pulsing 


with one quivering 


all day grass murmurs 


IAm the hamsters tied dogs 


caught fish I 


whispering that mantra 
play of goddesses _furies 
the suns pretending 


nonchalance worms keep busy 
specialised all things bite, 
fly flee eat call mate 


saying I Am 
throwing a die 
waiting 


